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Saved (Not that you Realize) 


by PeachesnCherry 


Summary 


Your space vessel gets boarded by pirates and you are sold to the slave trade. After who 
knows how many years of being bought, and then returned upon the knowledge that you 
ARE willing to go apeshit, you realize that freedom isn't a real thing anymore, and have 
adapted to the new life of abuse. 


You smile at the thought of getting to break your new owners again and again until they 
realize you're better off being put down like a dog. 


Notes 


I have no excuse 


Just read and enjoy!! 


Anger is your only friend 


You sit on a bench that faces the window as the stars zip by, the ship moving so fast that they look 
more like colorful streaks of light. 


You smile lazily at the sight. Despite a week of travel, you (and the rest of the crew) haven’t gotten 
used to it. How could you? You know damn well that you’ Il never take the sight for granted. It’s a 
reminder of what humanity can accomplish! Star Trek is no longer just a ‘what-if scenario’. It’s 
reality. 


You worked your ass off to get on this ship. It’s the very first one to test the warp core! And you 
are one of the few on this small ship to explore beyond where humanity has ever gone! Beyond the 
solar system, out to get a closer look and study the planets to see what the planets far away are 
made of, while also keeping an eye out for any potential life! 


It’s already confirmed that alien life can exist, what with the discovery of plant life below the ice of 
Enceladus, now it’s only a matter of time before humanity stumbles across sentient life as they 
explore the cosmos! 


You squirm in anticipation. What if you get to meet alien life on this trip? It’s unlikely, but just the 
thought makes you supremely excited. Oh gosh, being friends with aliens has been your childhood 
dream! And now it can potentially come true? You’re absolutely giddy- 


You startle as somebody sits next to you. “Heya, what’s got you grinning like a lunatic?” 
You turn to your co-worker. “Arya! You scared me!” 


She smirks at you, tightening her hijab. “Not my fault that you get lost in thoughts so deeply that a 
moose could cross your path and you’d not notice.” 


You pout at her, sniffing indignantly. “Oh, excuse me at being excited about literally traveling 
through space!” You gesture to the window with both hands. 


She laughs lightly. Then she sighs, smiling dopily out the window. “Yeah, it never gets old.” 


You drop your hands, deciding that you can forgive her for teasing you. You look back out the 
window, watching the colorful streaks you pass by. 


It’s a cozy few minutes of silence as you both watch. 
You tilt your head towards her, eyes still glued to the window. “Do you think we’ll find life?” 


“Maybe some plant life, if the astronomers from the previous voyage are right. I’m hoping for 
bugs.” 


You shuffle a bit, feeling slightly embarrassed. “But what if there’s more than just bugs?” 
You feel Arya’s eyes on you, studying silently. 


You try not to blush, but you know that you’ ve never been good at hiding your emotions. You 
glance at her out of the corner of your eye and- 


Oh fuck, she’s got the biggest shit-eating grin on her face. “You want an alien boyfriend, don’t 
you?” 


You shove your face into your hands. If you weren’t blushing before, you’re certainly blushing 
now. “Aryaaaa-” 


Suddenly, there’s a loud screech coming from above the two of you, making the both of you flinch 
harshly. Your face is out of your hands, and there’s red lights pulsing rapidly and the emergency 
siren sounds. 


You don’t have the time to start panicking before the entire ship shudders, and you notice the stars 
outside the ship aren’t streaking anymore. They’re slowly coming to a halt. Are you all coming out 
of warp? What happened to make you guys drop out of it? What was that screeching noise? 


The stars come to a stop, staying horrifyingly still. 

The siren stops, but the lights keep pulsing red. 

You realize that Arya has been holding your arm in a death grip. “What the f-” 
Then all hell breaks loose. 


There’s shouts sounding from down the corridor, yelling and then the sound of an explosion. You 
stand up, ready to run to see what the hell is happening and to see if you can help. 


Then there’s a shimmering veil in front of you, not making any noise, but forcing you to step back, 
not wanting to possibly be damaged by it. 


And your eyes widen at the tall and wide figure that’s stepping through the veil. Your eyes travel 
up to see sharp teeth bared at you. You stare, unable to think or move, as what can only be an alien 
with a giant mallet type of club stands before you. 


There’s a harsh tug on your arm, forcing you to stumble away, and that kicks your brain and legs 
into gear. 


You run away in a near-blind panic. 


From the sounds down the hall in the opposite direction that you and Arya are traveling, there is 
more than one alien onboard the ship. There’s a sharp hiss sounding from behind you, and you feel 
the floors rumble as the alien runs after you two. 


Fuck fuck fuck- 


You almost trip as your blood chills at the realization that there’s no way in hell that you or 
anybody else on this ship will be capable of fighting back against these beasts. You and your 
fellow scientists aren’t fighters, you’re explorers. There is no security as this is a small ship. 
There’s no restricted areas. The only doors that lock are the bathrooms, and even then, the locks 
are just a small latch to prevent people from accidentally walking in on the other person. They 
wouldn’t hold against something that big and obviously covered in huge muscles. 


Basically, you’re all fucked. 
You’re all gonna die. 
Despite knowing this, you keep running. 


Arya drags the two of you into a room and slamming the button that closes the door shut. She 
immediately lets go of you and starts shoving her dresser in front of the door (you’re in her jointed 


bedroom, you distantly realize. You’ ve not ever been invited to her and Markus’ room before). 
She’s cursing repeatedly under her breath, and you’re just standing there, feeling numb. 


She finishes shoving the dresser, and then shouts out, “C’mon!” as she opens the bedroom’s 
bathroom. 


You keep standing there. “... You get in there, and try to stay hidden.” 
“WHAT?” 


You don’t blink. “T'Il act as bait, a distraction. Hopefully you can stay safe.” And you turn back to 
the door. 


“ARE YOU FUCKING INSANE-” 


The door in front of you opens, and you hear the bathroom door quickly shut with a slam. The lock 
clicks shut. 


There, standing on the other side of the dresser, is the bulky alien. They look unimpressed with the 
dresser. 


“Heya. I don’t suppose that you’d be willing to spare our lives, would you?” 


They grab the edge of the dresser and fling it to the side, like it weighed nothing more than a soft 
ball. It crashes into pieces. They step into the room, baring their teeth at you again, hissing and 
clicking. 


You stand your ground. “So, is that a yes on sparing our lives, or..?” 


Faster than you can think to move, you’re whacked against the side of your head, and everything 
goes black. 


You’re shoved up onto the stage along with the other various alien slaves. You send a glare at the 
guard that had shoved you. You’ ve been through this song and dance number six times already, 
you know what to do. 


You’re shoved again more harshly for glaring. If you could, you’d hiss at him to let them know to 
back off, but, as it is, the muzzle on your face prevents you from making such a noise. You settle 
for glaring, making all of your hatred known in a single look, then move to head to your proper 
position on stage. You'll settle for hoping that their death is the slow and painful kind. 


Once all of the rest of the slaves are shoved into proper positions, the lights blare on. You do 
everything in your power not to wince, as you’d been expecting those lights. In front of you are 
curtains, and you hear the alien in charge of the show slither around, taking stock of the slaves. 


When they arrive at you, they finally break their silence and chitter obnoxiously at you in a 
language you haven’t perfectly deciphered yet, their beak clacking in a threatening manner as they 
point at you with a clawed finger. Their three eyes are narrowed, looking entirely displeased. 


You snort, perfectly happy at what is upsetting him. You get the feeling that this is your last 
chance before you get put down like a dog. You’ll gladly go down like the feral human you are, 


taking fur and feathers and some bleeding wounds as you do so. 


The alien chitters some more in an insulting manner, then turns away from you to check the rest of 
the slaves. 


You ignore them, leaving you to your thoughts. You don’t feel much these days, just anger and 
spite. You don’t allow yourself to feel anything else. You know damn well that if you do allow 
yourself to feel properly, you’d break down. You’d cry. The last time you made that mistake was 
three owners ago. Your nose wrinkles as you think of that time, of breaking down because they had 
stolen your voice. You grimace in agitation. They had performed many invasive surgery’s to figure 
out the best way to get rid of your voice box, since the third owners had sensitive ears that your 
voice could damage. And damage you did. You almost almost escaped. But the stupid shock collar 
on your neck activated before you could get far outside, and though you gave a valiant effort, it 
was all in vain as you had blacked out due to the severe pain that wouldn’t let up even when you 
had collapsed on the ground. 


You lightly shake your head, shoving the memories back into the vault. There’s no point in 
reliving the past when the present is happening now. What matters is giving the new owners a 
living hell until they decide that you aren’t worth it and dump you back to the black market to be 
resold. Or, to be killed, as you suspect will be happening after this attempt. 


You snap back to reality when the curtains shift open, and you hear curious mutters throughout the 
crowd that you can’t see due to the way the lights point at you. You do hear above the noise that 
auctioneer alien calls out to entertain the crowd. The crowd does quiet at the sound of their voice, 
and are paying close attention. 


Then they’re turning back to the group of slaves, motioning for the one on the far left in the front to 
step forward. They shiver violently, but do as asked. 


You boredly watch as, one by one, each of the slaves gets auctioned off. One of the slaves gets 
cold feet at seeing their new owner and tries to run away, only for the electric color on their neck to 
come to life and zap them down after they’d taken a few steps. Dumbass. 


Once it’s finally your turn, you step forward as directed. Standing in the spotlight, you feel the 
gazes of everybody on you even if you can’t see them. The lead alien tells you to spin, and you 
give a slow twirl. Yep, you’re a genuine rare human. 


You glare out into the dark, incapable of making out individuals. Doesn’t stop you though. 


You hear several bids for you, and you huff. The dumb fuckers will learn that you’re not slave 
material soon enough. You grin at the thought of potentially breaking another arm. 


You hear in the very deep and growly voice resonate from the back of the room, and you can 
practically taste the shock in the air. Did someone make a particularly high bid? Not the first time 
that's happened. 


The auctioneer stutters, then calls out for any more bids. 
The room remains silent. 
Going once, going twice, sold to the mysterious voice in the back! 


And with that, that fucking guard comes by and grabs your arm harshly to drag you off stage. 
Fucking cunt. May your death be agonizing. 


You're led to the side of the stage where your new owner comes to claim you. 


You blink as you look up at them. They wear no clothes, just a lot of jewelry, their thick bushy fur 
covering them completely. Not that nudity is uncommon, if anything with furred aliens more often 
than not they wear no clothes. The many jewels that they wear throws you off though. 


But beyond the jewelry, they are a clashing mixture of blood reds and black. Their teeth are sharp 
and, from what you can tell, set in a grin. Their long neck is covered in long fur, and for the 
briefest of moments you wonder how deep your hand could sink into that fur. Then you mentally 
berate yourself for such a stupid thought. 


They eye you critically. You stare them back in the eye, not willing to back down. 
...For whatever reason, you're reminded of a Fennec Fox when you look at their face. 
Your owner breaks the staring match first, chittering in laughter. Your eyes narrow. 


The Fennec alien hands over a card from a pouch hanging from their shoulder you didn't notice 
before to be scanned, still chittering. 


The guard quickly scans, then hands it back, and in their other set of arms they hand over a small 
box of necessities for handling you. 


And with that, the guard turns to prepare for the next sale. 


You go back to staring at this new owner, looking them up and down for any potential 
weaknesses. 


They're just about twice your height, probably somewhere around eleven to twelve feet tall. So, it'd 
be damn near impossible to reach their eyes. They have a sort of leanness and gangly quality to 
them, but you know better than to judge by appearances. That fluffy fur is probably hiding 
muscles. So, no chance of overpowering them. You look for where the fur is thinnest, which is 
around the hands and feet. Those hands have nubby-ish fingers, but also are thick and have long 
sharp-looking claws that no doubt could gut you. So, the feet are probably your best bet in 
attacking this new owner. Even though the toes have claws as well, they aren't nearly as sharp or 
long as the hands. 


So, if you're stepped on, you have an easy target. Noted. 
Their thick bushy tail wags behind them, making you wonder what they're so glad about. 


Then the owner leans down and sniffs you. You recoil, not wanting to deal with them saying that 
you smell terrible. 


Their head tilts curiously, that stupid fucking grin still in place. 
With one final sniff, they lean back up, thank god- 

They scoop you up in their arms, making you gasp. 

Nope, not thanking god for this! 


You immediately become hostile, grabbing at their chest fur and tugging as hard as you can, trying 
to rip off the fur. 


They glance down at you, barely appearing to take note of your viciousness, and they carry you 


bridal style out of the building. 


Your eyes widen at the realization that you're not strong enough to rip off this thing's fur. At least, 
on the chest area. You reach up to the neck and grab a fistful there, tugging. 


You get no reaction. 

You go blind with rage, grabbing whatever you can and try to rip off this fuckers fur. 
He snickers down at you. 

Oh you hate him. 

You struggle against his arms, trying to push him away-! 

He doesn't budge. 

You'd scream I'd you could. 


You fight the whole way you're carried onto a spaceship, the door sliding shut with a whoosh 
behind you. 


Still, you try to rip off the fur. And you're so caught up in this action that you silently yelp when 
you're dropped onto the ground, no fanfare. 


You glare up just to see the smug bastard's face. Before you can do anything, he turns away from 
you and exits the room, the door sliding shut behind him. 


...Fucker. 


You explored the room after sitting stubbornly for about ten minutes, glaring at the door. 


There's no windows, but there is a large round bed. Big enough that it should fit that new owner. 
Lots of pillows and no blankets. There's also a couple of other doors that don't open. 


So you do the obvious thing and scatter the pieces of the bed across the room. You find the 
mattress is too heavy to shift, and the casing on the pillows is not rippable with just your bare 
hands, so you eagerly hide the pillows around the room. There's a single fitted sheet on the bed, 
and you take it off and drag it around the floor, making it as dirty as possible. 


The door your new owner carried you through opens, making you look up to see them standing 
there, observing the mess you made. 


Then they let out an amused huff, making your eyebrow twitch. You then decide to ignore them 
and continue dragging the sheet over the floor. 


You hear their footsteps approach and you run with the sheet to the far corner of the room, 
crouching and glaring. Dumb owner keeps walking towards you, holding out their arms to grab 
you, probably going to carry you again. 


Like hell. 


Once they're close enough, you throw the dirty sheet at them, hoping to both startle and render their 
hands useless a moment, and you book it towards the still open door. 


You don't make it three steps before the sheet is thrown back over you, and you step on the edge of 
the sheet, making you slip and fall. 


You hit the ground, and before you can gather your bearings, the edges of the sheet is pulled, 
dragging you with it. Then, in a tumble, you're lifted up. Not by your body though. You realize in 
horror that the beast has encased you in the sheet, hefting you around like a bag of potatoes. 


Oh, this fucker is dead . 


You scramble around in the sheet, trying to gather your bearings and either tear through the sheet 
or weaken his hand enough where he'd drop you. 


Your efforts are not rewarded the entire time you struggle. Still, you’re a fighter, so as you feel the 
shifty owner walk to wherever the hell they're going, you continue to make it as hard as possible for 
them to contain you. 


You hear a voice chitter and click, though it sounds nothing like the smug bastard that has you in 
his sheet. Too high pitched. 


You briefly ponder if it'd be worth it to try to understand what the hell it is they're saying. 
And then you feel the bag being moved, being handed over. 


You attack at the new hand that's holding the sheet bag. Too bad that the sheet's protecting their 
hand. 


After a few minutes, you stop, feeling your fingernails stinging. Dammit, dammit all. Whatever is 
holding you now, it's just as strong as your owner. 


Then there's a coo, you've never heard that before in the alien language, so fuck if you know what 
it meant. Then the sheet bag is slowly being lowered, almost startling you, but not quite. You're 
gently placed on a soft surface. A second hand grips at the sheet's exit. 


Your eyes narrow, waiting for the opportunity to escape the sheet. 
Then, slowly, the hands loosen their grip. 

Not yet, wait... 

The hands loosen further, and you spot an eye peering in at you- 
Losing all patience, you go for the eye with your nails-! 


The hands quickly tighten just in time around your arm, blocking you from ripping out the thing's 
eye. Dammit. 


You struggle to bring your arm back into the bag, then start panicking when you realize the beast 
is holding your arm captive. No no no, you do NOT want to lose your hand again, no matter how 
well they can reattach it! 


You start thrashing, over exerting yourself in the effort to break the hold, your breathing getting 
erratic. 


Then your arm is let go of, allowing you to hold it to your chest, fighting back the tears. You kneel 
into yourself, cradling your arm and just trying to breathe. 


There's another gentle coo, and you flinch badly as the sheet is completely dropped, exposing you 
to the beast. Everything in your head is screaming at you to not look up to see what the beast has 
planned for you. You brace for the pain of whatever it is they have planned. 


After a minute, there's that coo again, and you feel a feather-light touch on your head, making you 
tense further. Oh god, an eye for an eye? 


You shiver violently. 
The touch maybe leaves, you’ re just focusing on breathing still. 


Then there's hands with sharp claws wrapping around you, and if you had your voice still, you'd 
whimper. 


You're pulled up into a furry lap, and are being held there. 


You continue to shake the entire time, feeling the claws rake through your long hair. It hasn’t been 
cut in so long, it hasn't been cut once by any owner. 


Then the claws leave your hair, but before you can breathe, the claws are back at the top of your 
head, repeating the previous motion. 


You feel sick and can't think straight. You don't know what the beast is doing. 
Then there's the swoosh of a door. You dare look over to see- oh god, not another one. 


The (blue) beast stares at you a moment, then points at you, making you flinch. They click in 
confusion. 


The cooing from the beast holding you reverberates in their chest, rumbling you, and then there's a 
series of clicks, hisses, and even some whistles. An explanation. 


The blue beast had lowered their arm, staring at the one holding you throughout it all. Then one 
holding you starts up that motion again, running their claws through your hair again, making you 
shiver. 


Then the blue one is staring at you. They crouch down, shoving their face near you and sniffing. 


Their nose wrinkles. You know you smell bad, but also you don't care. You just want to not be 
trapped. 


The blue one grumbles up at the one holding you. The claws stop stroking your hair, and you feel 
clicks and hisses rumbling through the body you're on. 


The blue one hisses violently, making you jolt. Oh god, what are they discussing? You can't 
imagine it's anything good. 


The one holding you huffs, then the arms stop encasing you. This is your chance to bolt! Just get 
up and dart to a corner and have your panic attack there! 


Why can't you move?? 


There's some more chirps from the body you’re frozen on, and then that clawed hand returns back 


to your head. 


But before the claws can resume the previous motions, the blue one reaches out and snags the 
other's hand. The blue one chuffs, then slowly drags away the clawed hand. 


Then they’re reaching around you with their own clawed hands..! 


You're carefully lifted off the lap, carried across the room, then set down. You don’t bother to 
carry your own weight, slumping to the ground. 


The blue one backs away, looking cautious. 
You don't, you can't move. It's kinda freaking you out. All you can do is watch. 


It's been so long since you've felt such intense fear, it's surprisingly hard to let go of. In your 
dissociated state, you realize that your body is craving some emotion other than anger or spite. 
Fear is intense and debilitating, but also you're afraid of letting go of it. 


The two beasts (oh, the one that was holding you is yellow) exchange glances, the yellow one 
cooing and giving anxious chitters. The blue one responds in kind, a sort of unanswered question 
that you're not certain how to best decipher. 


The yellow one fidgets with their claws, studying you. You warily watch back. 


Then they stand up to their full height from the bed they were sitting on. Oh god no. You 
involuntarily flinch at the thought of finally being punished. 


The yellow one appears to hesitate, then they croon at the blue one, and they stand up as well. Shit 
fuck. Both of them. 


You start shivering violently, your breathing hitching and the edges of your vision going black. 


And then the two of them start walking... away? You barely comprehend what you see, as they 
exit out of the room through a sliding door, the yellow one gives one last glance, then closes it 
behind them. 


You cannot process anything, your mind refuses to comprehend. You continue to stare at the door, 
waiting for them to come back with whatever it is they're getting to punish you with. The black 
continues to encroach on you, calling with promises of peaceful and dreamless slumber. 


The way you see it, you can either get punished now or later once you awaken. 


...It is inevitable. You decide to at least enjoy the dreamless slumber and fall into the void. 


Sun and Moon 


Meal Time 


Chapter Notes 


Tam on aroll >:3c 


WARNING: You eat raw meat for a meal 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


You wake with a jolt, sitting up immediately to take note of your current condition. 


Your body feels fine, you look over everything anyways to make certain that you have all your 
limbs and toes. All fingers accounted for, you finally soak in your surroundings. 


You're... in a pile of pillows? On a sandy floor. You frown down at the sand, carefully bringing 
down a hand to the floor to touch it briefly, just to quickly snatch your hand away to make certain 
it doesn't burn. It doesn't, making you even more curious. You keep your hand down longer this 
time. It's cool to the touch. 


Huh. 


You start digging through the sand, eyebrows furrowed. After a couple of inches, the actual 
reflective floor comes into view. You blink at your reflection. You don't recognize yourself after 
years of not seeing your own face. You feel a spark of something that feels suspiciously like grief, 
but you quickly shove it down. You cover the glass-esque floor back up with sand, completely 
ignoring the feeling. 


Your eyes flicker around the room you're in. You're situated away into a corner of the room 
allowing you to practically see everything just from your low position on the floor. 


The room is, to simply put it, big and messy. Random assortments of alien things cover the floor. 
You have no clue what any of it is for, though you're intending on breaking everything. 


On one of the walls, it's got ‘natural’ sunlight coming through many windows. You know better 
than to think that they're real. 


You turn back to observe the rest of the room. There’s a large circular bed- 


The memories come rushing back, making you flinch. Goddammit, you let yourself lose face by 
drowning in your own fear in front of your new owners! Ugh, disgusting. 


You stand up and brush any potential sand off yourself. There's nobody else in the room before 
you, so you just figure you'll explore now and learn the details of the boundaries later. Their own 
fault for not keeping you caged. 


By the pile of pillows you found yourself in, there's a pile of... many somethings that are all bright 
and colorful. You pick up one of the things, confused for its purpose. You twist it around to study 
it closer. It's made of some sorta soft-ish material, but when you try to bend it, it only goes so far. 
You try to twist at where the joints of the thing appear to be, and it gives a satisfying click . 


You smile at the thought of it finally breaking in your hands and you try to pry it apart, but frown 
when you realize that the thing is still very much held together. Eyes narrowing, you give the thing 
in your hand more twists at the joint, it clicking every quarter turn. You try to pry it apart again, 
but the damn thing still doesn't budge. 


What. 
You twist it at each joint, and the results are the same. 


What the hell is the point of this object? All you can figure out is that it's slightly malleable and 
clicks at the joints! 


Huffing to yourself, you toss aside the alien doohickey and move on to the next bright and colorful 
thing. 


You only grow more and more frustrated as you notice a trend of the objects in the pile as they are 
completely unbreakable. It's almost weirdly human-proof. 


You huff out your nose. You dig through the rest of the pile, not bothering with testing the rest of 
the objects and just trying to see if there's anything that could potentially be destroyed. 


You spot a softer-looking thing, and you grab it immediately. It's furry and made with round 
shapes. You flip it over and your heart feels like it stops beating. 


It's a plushie of one of those beasts that are your new owners. A generic looking one, but it only 
drives home harder how it's a toy. 


You've been digging through a pile of toys. That was placed suspiciously close to the pile of 
pillows you were passed out on. 


...No, it couldn't be. 


You drop the plush and turn round to the other sections of the room. There has to be something to 
destroy in here. 


Just as you take a step, the door to the room slides open, and as you turn to look, you see that 
yellow beast staring wide-eyed at you. 


You stare back. 

Then they close the door without stepping in. 
...Huh. Are they scared of you? 

They should be. 


You decide to ignore the encounter for the time being, and move to properly explore the room. 

You grab one of the discarded items off the floor, turning it around in your hands. It’s a metal cube. 
It looks like it could be some sorta electronic device, but you’re uncertain how to turn it on, or if it 
can turn on at all. There’s wires poking out of one of the cube’s sides, making you wonder what 
the point of the exposed wires could be. Is it broken already? A work in progress perhaps? 


As you mull it over, wondering if it’d be worth breaking an already broken object, the door to the 
room slides open again. You turn to see the yellow beast entering the room, this time while 
carrying something in their hand. You refuse to let yourself show any fear, refuse to tense as they 


step towards you. Then, halfway towards you, they stop, setting the thing they were holding onto 
the sandy floor. You watch carefully as the beast turns back around and exits the room, closing the 
door behind them. 


You blink dumbly at the door. What... the fuck? Their behavior confuses you. None of your 
previous owners purposefully leave you alone to your own devices in a room that’s clearly 
belonging to somebody else. You stare suspiciously at the door. But it doesn’t open again despite 
several minutes passing. 


You finally look down at what they had set down in the middle of the room. It’s... food? 


You take a cautious step towards it. Nothing happens. You take another step, and then a few more. 
You kneel beside the plate of food, tilting your head. You lean closer and take a curious sniff. 
That’s definitely some sorta red raw meat as well as a mixture of different kinds of plants. They 
look like fruits. It’s an odd mixture of metallic tangs and sweet scents. 


You bring your hand up to your face. You’re still wearing the muzzle. 
Your eyes narrow in anger. So, they’re taunting you. 


You look to glare at the closed door, only, it’s not closed. Peeking through the slightly open door is 
the blue eyes of the yellow beast. You’d snarl at the beast if you could. 


You stand up and move away from the food, not willing to deal with their making fun of you. You 
ignore the eye that’s continuing to watch you, instead going back to exploring the room. You hear 
confused clicks from the door. You refuse to look. 


Then the door slides open, making your hair stand on end. Are they upset that you won’t take the 
bait? You refuse to move too quickly, turning around to face them. 


They slowly make their way into the room, making their way to the plate of food. You watch, 
unmoving, as they sit down next to the plate. They make a mixture of chittering and cooing noises 
at you that you half recognize as a ‘come here’ while gesturing with their hand at you. You’re still 
uncertain what the cooing means, but you know an order when you hear one. 


You narrow your eyes and step forward, completely untrusting. They make more cooing noises, 
still gesturing with their hand. They don’t stop until you make it to them, by the plate of food. They 
let out an excited chitter, then they grab a piece of meat off the plate then hold it up to you. 


You stare unblinking, eyes shifting back and forth between the raw meat in their hand and the 
beast's face. 


What the fuck are they doing? 


One of the beast’s ears twitches, their eyes narrowing, mouth smiling. Actually... do they ever stop 
smiling? Are their faces set in a permanent grin? You have yet to see them pull their lips over their 
teeth. Does this alien species have teeth too big for their mouths? 


Then their eyes widen again, chittering going a mile a minute, making it damn near impossible to 
understand them. They pull the raw meat back to themselves, then they open their mouth and take 
a bite. They make a bit of a show of chewing, chittering with their mouth full, then swallowing, 
tongue darting out over their teeth. They hold the meat out back to you, eyes full of what you can 
only describe as sparkles. 


You stare at the meat with the bite mark in it. 


...Is this creature a dumbass? 


You make a show of pointing out your muzzle. You tug at it, proving that it doesn’t budge, then 
drop your hands back to your sides. 


The creature's eyes widen dramatically and they drop the meat quickly back onto the plate. They 
reach forward with their hands and you refuse to show any weakness and resolutely don’t flinch. 


They grab your face gently, pushing your face to the side as they study the muzzle. You see their 
eyebrows furrow out of the corner of your eye. They start chittering a mile a minute again, various 
coos sprinkled in. Seems they finally realized that you’re not wearing the muzzle for fun. 
Definitely a dumbass then. 


They stand abruptly and rush out of the room, leaving the door open. You stare after them. 
...Faced with the evidence at hand, you can deny it no longer. 
You're a pet. 


You snort. Memories of your fourth owner come to mind, who had been, so far, the kindest to you. 
You almost enjoyed your time with them, even though the babying was demeaning. Too bad that 
they died in their sleep, leaving you back to the cycle of abuse. 


You scratch idly at your nose. If these new owners are kind enough... maybe, just maybe , you'll 
tolerate them. 


As much as you’d like to die with blood in your teeth, the idea of living a cushy life again appeals 
to you. 


The creature steps through the open door again, going back to chittering a mile a minute. They step 
quickly towards you, making you tense. They either ignore that, or don't notice, and they kneel 
beside you. They coo again, once more holding your face gently, and their other hand fiddles with 
the muzzle. 


You hear a soft click and the muzzle is taken away. Ah, they unlocked it. 


They look at your face, chittering excitedly, their eyes reflecting the excitement, only for them to 
stop suddenly. They tilt their head, eyes narrowing and eyebrows furrowing. 


Their hand comes up and gently rubs at your face where the muzzle was connected on your skin. 
You flinch back at the pain and hiss out what little of the language you can speak. "Back off!" 


Their eyes widen in shock, and their hand lets go of your face. 


You huff out your nose, then get to work on stretching out your jaw. It’s been a couple of days 
since you've last eaten, not that the hunger or thirst bothers you. It's more the stretching of 
tightened muscles that do. 


You feel them observing you still, and you ignore them. 


Once you've sufficiently loosened your jaw, you crouch down by the plate, grabbing the bitten 
meat. Your eyes narrow at it, and give an experimental lick. 


Bloody, almost sour taste, it's... fresh? You're uncertain if it really is though, seeing as how you've 
never had fresh raw meat before. It definitely doesn't taste like it's been sitting out for days. 


You nibble off a piece and chew it consideringly. You'd definitely prefer the taste of cooked meat, 
but this isn't bad. You take a bigger bite. As you chew, you decided, fuck it, and you sit down criss 
cross. Sure, it'd be harder to escape while sitting down like this, but if you're a pet, then it's much 
less likely that you'll be expected to do tasks or eat quickly to get back to the tasks at hand. 


Or, for you, to quickly get back to disobeying and destroying as much as you can get your hands 
on. 


The creature is still staring at you, making you wonder what’s going through their head. You stare 
back, as if it'll help you better understand them. 


They let out a coo and hum that sounds like a question. Not one that you can decipher though. 


You eat the rest of the meat piece, then decide to try one of the fruits. It’s deep blue, about the size 
of a pomegranate. You give a sniff. They outside has no smell. You experimentally dig your 
fingers into the skin, though you find it tough to pierce. After a bit of struggling, you manage to 
find a weak point and peel the fruit. You dig through the insides, finding the flesh much easier to 
break into pieces. You give another sniff, finding yourself curious as it still gives not much scent. 
Just smells wet. 


The creature hums out another question you can't translate, and after a quick glance at them, you 
go back to the fruit at hand, giving it a lick. 


Your eyes widen in realization and quickly scarf down the fruit, not leaving any of the water to drip 
down your hands. That fruit juice is basically straight water, with a slight sugar aftertaste. You 
didn’t realize how thirsty you were until it had touched your tongue. 


You look over the plate to see if- aha! There's a second one! And you shred it open much faster 
than the first and greedily drink from it, not letting one drop escape you. 


The creature coos again, this time making a statement, but you're not capable enough to 
understand. 


Stupid language barriers. 


You pick up another one of the fruits, this one banana shaped, if a bit curlier. You prod at the skin, 
slightly surprised that it has give. You can probably eat through the thin skin like an apple. 


You bite into it, and, just like the other fruit, the juice on the inside is near pure water, although 
this time it's somewhat spicy. You drink the juice like a vampire, then once the juice stops spilling 
out, you let go, licking your lips. You wonder if this is less a fruit and more akin to a pepper. 
Shrugging to yourself, you eat the rest of it. 


Once licking your fingers clean, you eye the rest of the fruit on the platter. There’s three pieces 
left, and, though you're tempted, you know if you try to eat everything on this plate you'd just make 
yourself sick. 


Instead you grab one of the other pieces of meat. You bite into it, and you feel the way your jaw is 
starting to hurt from all the chewing. You ignore it and look around the room again. 


Huh, maybe... maybe life wouldn't be bad here. It’s too soon to tell though, so you don’t bother to 
drop the hypervigilance. 


You gaze slides to the creature that's sitting by you, who has been watching you eat silently. 
There's almost a faraway glaze to his eyes. You wonder if they're lost in thought. 


You shove the rest of the piece into your mouth and chew thoughtfully. It's none of your business. 
... However, you've always been too curious for your own good. 
You grab another piece of meat and shove it under their nose. 


They blink back to reality, their eyes truly focused on you. They glance down at the meat, then 
look back at your face, a trill that should translate to, "What?" 


You wiggle the meat in front of their face, trying to get them to understand. 
They furrow their eyebrows, but otherwise don't move. 


You roll your eyes, then take the meat to your face and take a bite, making a show of chewing, 
swallowing, then licking your mouth clean. And you shove the meat back to their face. 


They blink, looking completely dumbfounded. They then slowly raise their hand, taking the meat 
from your grip, allowing you to let go. You watch them closely, not doing anything else until they 
have taken a bite. They chew and swallow. 


You let your tongue give a happy click, then press it against the roof of your mouth, letting it 
rumble against it as you exhale to show contentment. Not a perfect match to a purr, but you don’t 
have the necessary parts to make a real one. It simply will have to do. 


You feel the yellow creature's bewildered stare as you grab another piece of meat, sinking your 
teeth into the flesh. 


After stuffing yourself fuller than you've been the past few years, you take the two leftover fruit 
from the platter (you ate another one after the final piece of meat) and mosey over to the side of 
your new 'bed'. You place the fruits in the exact corner of the room, then cover it up with a pillow. 
You plan on taking advantage of the kindness to the best of your abilities, which means snagging 
the water and keeping it for yourself. The rest of the plattered meat you don't care about. 


You then settle into your pile of pillows, laying down comfortably on your stomach, and watch to 
see what your owner does. 


They've been watching your movements the entire time, seemingly curious about what you're 
doing. After you lay down though, their eyebrows furrow in confusion, they look back at the meat 
then back to you. The hum a question that you don't understand. 


You blink slowly at them. 
They pick up the platter of meat, pointing at it, then you, as they repeat what they said. 


Are... are they asking why you're not eating the rest? Is this a culture thing where leaving food 
behind is considered rude? You look to the pile of meat that's still on the platter. 


There's no way in hell you could eat that much. 
When you don't respond, they stand up, looking at the food, then back to you in blatant confusion. 


Honestly, you're just as confused to what the issue is. 


They walk to you, then kneel down and hold the platter out to you, teeth clicking. 
You are not eating anymore, you can already feel your stomach starting to ache. 
They coo, their teeth clicking again as they tilt their head. 

You don't get it. 


After a couple of minutes of your uncomprehending stare, they set the plate down by your bed. 
Then, they stand up and head out of the room. They give you a final glance before they shut the 
door. 


... Weird. 


You wiggle yourself deeper into the pillows and decide to close your eyes and rest awhile, ignoring 
the food the creature decided you should keep. 


Moon's door opens almost fast enough to be considered a slam, making him look up to see his 
excited brother. 


"Moon! The baby monkey purrs!" 


Moon's ear flickers in acknowledgement, then understanding dawns on him, making him look up at 
his golden twin from the tablet he was reading. "What?!" 


Sun's tail is wagging so hard it makes the rest of him jitter. "I know! How does a monkey purr? 
Also, er-" His tail stops wagging, "I'm worried about their health. They didn’t even eat half of what 
I got them." His whole form droops. "I don't understand, they're so tiny! They should be eating lots 
for good growth, but even though I gave them a small meal, they didn't eat much." 


Moon hums, tapping his teeth, considering. "Maybe the baby needs lots of tiny meals throughout 
the day?" 


Sun brightens up. "Ooo, yes, that makes sense! Oh, also, also-" He leans into his brother's 
shoulder to look at the tablet in his hands, "can you purchase some intelligence tests? Preferably 
the kind that doesn't do with words or language." 


Moon snorts. "You want to know how smart the baby is?" 


Sun nods quickly. "Yes, yes! Call it a hunch, but," he leans away, starting to fiddle with his claws 
anxiously, "they just act so... smart already. They understand some words while others... not so 
much. They know how to share already, I get the feeling that they're a social eater cause they 
made me eat some of their meal with them! And and and-" He taps his teeth in thought, "and they 
are always watching." 


Moon waits for his brother to continue on that thought, but he doesn’t. He tilts his head in 
confusion. 


"They're always watching like... like they're studying me, watching and learning my reactions." 


Moon's eyebrows furrow. "And you believe that makes them smart?" 


Sun slowly nods. "They already figured out how to communicate with me nonverbally, even if only 
in a limited way. They copied one of my previous set of actions to show that they wanted me to eat 
with them, even though I only did it once." He hums. "It's almost... creepy." 


Moon doesn't ask for clarification. "So, how high a level of intelligence tests do you think we 
should get?" 


Sun shuffles from foot to foot. "...Up to adult-level intelligence." 


Chapter End Notes 


Hehehe~ 


Blood tastes yammy 


Chapter Notes 


The long-awaited ch 3 


Warning! You get a mouth wound and also you contemplate your life and death in a 
way that may be triggering to suicidal readers 


Read with caution, and have a lovely day! 


You snap out of your light doze with a jolt. Instantly alert, you scan your surroundings. No sign of 
life, comfy pillows, potentially in somebody’s bedroom- ah right. 


You force yourself to relax back into your nest. As much as you can, knowing that your owners 
will be back eventually. It’s hard to get a read on them, but the yellow one at least seems kinda 
oafish. Red bastard is a bastard. The blue one, you don’t have much experience with, but... nah, 
you can’t come to any conclusions yet. For all you know, they’re luring you into a false sense of 
security. 


You snort at the idea. You know damn well to not ever be tricked like that. You’re much smarter 
than most of those beasts ever consider. They all think that you’re so dumb that you’d fail to pick 
up on things like body or facial expressions. What, just because you’re a human? Or because 
you’re marketed as dumb? 


Actually, that second option is a good theory... Makes sense with how easily you get sold every 
time. Come get the dumb slave who’ll do your bidding. It’s in their nature to be dumb and 
obedient! 


If that’s the case, that’d be hi-larrr-ious. 


...Huh, this is the longest you’ ve ever been left alone. No other slaves to bother you or a 
persistently foolish owner heckling you either. Your eyes narrow in thought. Just what the hell are 
those three up to? 


You get up from your pillows- just to realize that the meat from earlier is still there. 
You stare at it a moment. 


... Huh. Unattended food, left within your grasp... You grab a piece of meat and sniff it. Doesn’t 
smell bad. You give an experimental lick. It’s a little dryer than before, but otherwise still good. 


You take a bite, eyeing the rest of the food. Unattended food to eat- 
Wait a minute. 


You drop the meat back onto the platter and swallow your bite. Using both your hands, you feel 
around your lower face. You feel the grooves of where the mask typically sits upon your face. 


They forgot to stick the muzzle back on your face! You grin. Oh-hoho! Where is it?! You’re gonna 


destroy it however possible! 


You quickly stand up and step out of your nest to look around the- oh, there it is. It was placed next 
to your pillow nest... huh. So it wasn’t forgotten. 


...what. The fuck..? 


You lean over to pick it up. It’s a simple, yet effective design. Black, with nothing fancy to 
separate it besides its shape for your head. It was specially made for you to cover the lower half of 
your face since your first owner who learned the hard way that torturing you when you failed to 
understand a command resulted in you snapping and... memories are fuzzy, but you saw that you’d 
broken their arm and their shoulder was bleeding profusely and you could taste a nasty grass-esque 
flavor. The color green was everywhere. 


You frown as you twist the muzzle around in your hands. Why had they not put the muzzle back on 
your face? Why did they leave it unattended with you, where you could easily fuck with it, destroy 
it even? 


... This is entirely confusing. Not even your fourth owner had left you muzzleless for long. 


Are these creatures really that confident that you’d be incapable of hurting them? Sure, you’d been 
unable to rip their fur off, but it at least has to be uncomfortable for them, right? 


But then why would they leave it with you? What message are they sending by doing that? 


...Urk, you’re thinking yourself into a headache. This place is so confusing, these creatures’ 
actions confusing. You aren’t going to get the answers you wish for by pondering any longer. 


... You bite the scanner for the keycard, crunching it between your teeth. It lets out a high-pitched 
whine, crackling with a bit of electricity. You ignore the pain and bite harder, shifting the thing so 
you’re biting with your molars. It finally gives with a satisfied crack . You’re shocked with the rest 
of the stored energy, making your teeth unintentionally clamp down harder. You feel sharp pain in 
your gums, and once you manage to pry your jaw open, blood spills out of your mouth along with 
the muzzle and a couple shards of glass. You let it all spill to the sand, and then pry at your mouth 
wounds for any remaining shard pieces. 


You manage to extract a small sliver of glass from your hard palette using your fingernails. You 
swipe your tongue on the open wound in your mouth, trying to numb it with mild sucking and 
massaging. Then you swipe your tongue to double-check that there’s nothing else sharp in your 
mouth. Lucky you, that was the only shard stuck in your mouth. Swallowing the blood, you 
observe the bloody mess you’ ve made. 


The muzzle’s scanner is broken , meaning that if you lock it, it won’t come unlocked. At least, 
that’s your theory. 


You pick it back up, sand sticking to the combined blood and spit. You shake it a bit to get off as 
much as you can without touching the sharp edges. You observe it closer. And then you close the 
clasp. 


It sticks. 


You feel uncomfortable, yet not surprised that it was built this way. If it broke while you were 
wearing it, you’d be truly stuck and fucked. Cruel fuckers. 


You pull at the clasp. It stays shut. 


Satisfied with yourself for destroying one of the chokeholds your owners could have potentially 
held over you for misbehaving, you toss the damned thing out toward the center of the room, 
letting your owners know first and foremost that you’re not so easy to deal with. 


You grab another piece of meat and settle back into your nest. 


You’re on your third piece of meat when the door opens. It’s the yellow creature, who is looking at 
you. Their eyebrows rise, and they chirp and coo at you. Then they take one step into the room and 
freeze. 


They sniff. And sniff some more. Their eyes zero in on the broken muzzle. 


Without speaking, they walk towards it, and pick it up. They give it a long sniff, then they whip 
around their neck to look at you, eyes widened. 


You give the creature a big mocking grin. 


You do not flinch and hold your ground when the creature runs towards you, in front of you before 
you can blink. They sniff at your face, and somehow their eyes widen further. They start... 
yipping? You’ ve not heard those type of words before, or if they’re words at all. They’re almost 
whining too. Then their hand come up to your face, and your eyes narrow in on the danger they 
possess. You bare your teeth again, which are probably still bloody-looking if the creatures 
shocked yelp says anything. You give a breathy warning growl from the back of your throat when 
their claws reach closer to your face. 


They pause, but then slowly start reaching again, cooing gently all the while. You keep growling, 
even opening your mouth a little to let sound out louder. They keep moving forward, and your 
hands twitch. 


Once the claws are an inch from your face, you figure you’ ve had enough of their bullshit and lash 
out, grabbing violenting at their hand with both of your and digging your teeth into the soft-looking 
pads on the beast's hand. Turns out your theory was right, and you taste rusty blood. 


They yelp loudly in pain, and try to get their hand away. But your grip is true and your clamp 
down as hard as you can. 


They stand up sharply, unintentionally carrying you with them. They waggle their arm about, 
whining all the while. You wrap your legs around the rest of their arm, making it easier to stay 
clinging as you stop biting in that particular spot, and bite a new area. The beast howls. 


There’s a loud clambering noise and a door slamming open. Shocked yaps fill the room, and out of 
the corner of your eye you spy blue fur. Too filled with adrenaline and anger, you ignore them and 
instead focus back on biting the shit out of this beast’s hand. 


Hands grip at your waist and start pulling, almost gently at first, not enough to actually do anything 
to you. Then they pull harder, enough to make your body give, and you dig your teeth in to make 
certain that if they pull too hard, they’d risk losing a chunk of the yellow one’s flesh. 


The pulling stops and you wrap your arms around the offensive yellow limb more for a better grip, 
growling all the while. 


You hear the blue one’s voice ask a question. “What did you do?’ You believe is what was said. 


The yellow beast’s high voice comes out higher than usual, answering with whatever the hell they 
have to say for themself. 


While they’re distracted, you let go of your bite to give another- 


You’re suddenly yanked away from the beast, and your teeth clamp on nothing, you’re lucky you 
don’t bite your tongue. You start hissing violenting and thrashing about. You’re held away at an 
arm’s distance from the both of them. You feel blood dribble out of your mouth, a mixture of rust 
and salt taste. 


The two of them just keep talking as you struggle to escape the blue beast’s grip. You fail to escape 
and keep failing, but that doesn’t mean you’re giving up. You’re too hyped up on adrenaline to 
fully realize that it’s a fruitless effort, you think in the distant back of your head. It doesn’t matter 
though, what matters is being an absolute feral nuisance! If you could, you’d scream obscenities at 
them too. 


You continue to struggle, not caring for yourself in the process. You try to turn around, but the grip 
shifts to slide to your armpits. You try to dig your fingernails into the pads that are holding you, but 
they pads themselves are pressed into your flesh and the grip on you is far too tight to budge. You 
thrash about your legs, moving almost randomly to try and loosen the grip, but all you accomplish 
is feeling bruises starting to form where the beast holds you. You give a voiceless scream, trying to 
do anything, yet the ache in your throat and chest speaks of things that have been altered, forcibly 
taken from you. They’ ve taken everything from you!! 


You feel tears start to form. Damnit, this is the worst time to go downhill! You claw to keep feeling 
your anger, but the normally endless well has run dry. You pant, no longer screaming, and you feel 
your body give out on you. You’re limp, tears running down your face. Damnit, damnit all. 


You’re going to be put down like a feral dog... they’ve ripped you dry and kept taking, and now in 
your final act of defiance, you’re going to die. You never imagined this sorta thing for yourself 
when you were younger, back when you were an explorer, a scientist. Sure, the possibility of death 
had been drilled into your head the entire time you were trained, but you knew that, for the sake of 
humanity that you’d willingly risk death if it meant being out in space, to explore the void of the 
cosmos. 


But now? For what sake have you died? Because it hurts? Because of the torture? What exactly 
was the point of your life for the last who knows how many years? To be a thorn in the side of 
somebody more powerful than you in every conceivable way? Is it worth it? Was it worth it? 


They’ ve killed you to the point that being in space is no longer exciting. The unknown scares you 
more than it ever has. The horrors that you’ ve felt, that you’ ve seen, you’ ve become numb to your 
infected mind, but now you see the state your mind truly is in. 


And, for the first time, you mourn. 


A hic in your breathing starts, and you voicelessly wail, tears rushing forward and running snot 
mucking up your face. You feel yourself shaking, and it hurts. Everything hurts so bad. Why does 
everything need to hurt? What is the point of the torture you’ ve experienced? 


You have no answers, just as the void of space is empty. 


You feel the hands gripping you shift, and you prepare for death to come. You refuse to flinch even 
as you break down. You’ ve been waiting a long time for this, and, in a way, you welcome it. 
Anything after this life must be better than constant torture. Even if there’s no such thing as souls 
and it’s just nothing, you’d welcome it. Who knows, maybe your soul is too broken to exist and 
youll cease to exist once your breath is stolen from you. Maybe sad, but still, welcoming. 


You’re pressed against something furry, warm, and soft. The uncomfortable feeling of being held 
by the armpits disappears, and you seek comfort in the warmth. Maybe you’re dead already, life 
taken while you were not focusing. You cry into the fur, and hold on for dear life cause, good God 
even if you’re dead, this feels nice and you don’t want to leave. You haven’t felt anything nice in 
forever. 


A presence brushes against your head and down your hair. Then the feeling repeats itself. It’s... 
soothing. Calming. And your tears start with new fervor. It’s so nice. Do you even deserve 
something so nice? You shiver and it’s almost overwhelming, the feeling of being touched without 
harm coming to you. Life was hell, but death is so nice. Perhaps whoever is in charge of everything 
is apologizing? You’d consider accepting if this lasts forever. 


Then something starts pulling you away from the warmth, making you voicelessly whine. No! Not 
yet! You’re not even close to forgiving anybody yet! 


There’s cooing, and the petting continues as the pull gently, yet firmly keeps pulling you out of 
your cocoon of fur. You finally let go. 


The petting continues as you blink at the bright lights, eyes adjusting. You’ve been placed on a 
soft... table? And you look around the... room? It’s very bright. Then the petting starts up again, 
you look over to see- oh. 


Oh you’ re not dead yet, not unless somehow you took the blue beast with you somehow? 


Considering the suspiciously shiny and damp patch on their furred chest, you’re realizing that you 
were likely crying and getting snot on them as you were brought here. 


You feel your face get red. How embarrassing. 


Their arm comes up and you expect it to hurt, and wince a bit, which embarrasses you further. And 
then the hand gently pets you. 


Oh. 
What? 


Then a door slides open. Your attention shifts to see a green-furred mirror of your yellow, blue, and 
red masters, albeit with different and less extravagant jewelry. They walk into the room, looking 
and tapping at a digital pad held in their hand. They then look up at... Blue? Blue, sure, let’s go 
with that. They look at Blue and speak a formal greeting. 


Blue responds in kind, then speaks quickly, while keeping up with the petting. 


Green looks over at me next as Blue speaks, and they let out a shocked squeak, fur fluffing up. 
Then they’re speaking in turn, walking over to you. Your guard goes on edge, and apparently they 
notice as they quickly come to a halt. 


Blue speaks again, making soothing clicking and coos at me. 


You ignore them, watching this new beast for any signs of who they could be and what they are 
doing here for. Or... what you’re doing here for. 


Green slowly goes back to walking towards me, making their movements careful and exaggerated. 


Your eyes narrow at this purposeful movement, but make no effort to growl or warn them, allowing 


them to come closer. 
Once they’ ve decided they’re close enough, they stop and ask a question. 
You blankly stare at them. Blue starts speaking again, likely explaining that you can’t understand. 


Green glances at Blue, but then looks you over again. Their ears flitter about, and their eyes 
narrow. They chitter a bit, expressing... some type of confusion. 


Then they start reaching forward, making you snap to attention at the offending arm. You bare 
your teeth and start growling again. Not this bullshit again. 


Blue chitters and waves away Green’s arm, making a quick remark. Then their attention turns back 
to you. They coo, and then say, “Don’t do that.” 


You stare at Green a little while longer, but you’ ve stopped growling. More importantly, your 
attention is turned to what was said. Specifically the cooing noise... is that a name they’ve given 
you? That specific coo? You’ ve heard it several times now... 


The petting starts up again. “Coo, good! Good Coo!” 


Praise... You’ve regularly heard other slaves get praised, and you haven’t been praised since your 
fourth master. You used to feel very proud of this fact, but now you just feel hollowed out. 


The two of them chat for a short bit as your mind processes this weird sensation in your chest. 
You’re not sure what it is... but it makes you feel broken, somehow. 


Then a blue-furred hand comes into your view, and you snap to attention yet again. You really 
need to stop thinking while around others more. 


“Coo okay, Coo okay.” Blue says, as their hand comes closer to your face, making you tense. The 
petting hasn’t stopped, and Blue keeps softly speaking... assurances? Maybe? 


You remain tense, but don’t bare your teeth or growl when the hand is an inch from your face. And 
then, slow as can be, they touch the back of their hand to your cheek. And they make no other 
movement other than petting you. 


You feel your face twitch. 
“Good Coo, Coo is good.” 
You glance from what you can see of the hand to Blue’s face. 


Their ears are fully facing forward, eyes feeling... soft? Somehow, across all the aliens you’ ve 
come across that have eyes, most of the time they’re windows to the soul. And, somehow, you 
feel... uncertain. Uncertain in what is happening, how to feel about what’s happening, about what 
they’re truly feeling, uncertain if you’re still going to die. 


The hand on your face shifts minutely, barely a centimeter. You look back at it warily. The hand 
stops. Then a finger moves, the back of the tip of the claw starts lightly tapping your lips as Blue 
talks softly again. “Coo good.” And then they say something else that you can’t translate. 


You’re starting to feel frustrated at the lack of ability to understand. 


The hand on your face drops and then points to Green. Then they emphasize Green by pointing 
repeatedly while saying, “Doctor.” 


Oh. 

Are they here to euthanize you? Doesn’t sound horribly painful, maybe. 
Then Blue points to your mouth repeatedly while speaking. ‘*-here- -pain.” 
Wait, what? 


Blue sees you recognize a few words and starts repeating them excitedly. “Doctor help pain! Pain 
doctor here help Coo!” 


You stare at Blue, then to Green, back to Blue. Back to Green again. 

The doctor is here to help your mouth wounds??? What. 

Green nods. Then they take a small tentative step forward. 

When you do nothing but tense, they raise an arm. “I help Coo. I doctor... help Coo.” 


...Maybe you did die, because what the hell is happening. You don’t get medical attention, 
especially after you’ ve maimed a master. 


They reach forward slowly, and then lightly tap your lips, then pull back, while using their hand to 
mime a mouth opening. “Open-?” A click of teeth. 


Your eyebrows furrow, still stuck on the fact that they’re trying to help you. Like... why? 


Green points to your mouth again, then repeats the miming with the words. 


You open your mouth and keep it open. 
Blue and Green both wag their tails and chitter excitedly. “Good Coo! Coo is good!” 
Huh. 


Green reaches forward and, with the back of their claw, guides your head to tilt upwards as they 
kneel down to look into your mouth. 


Green winces. “Ouch.” They then start speaking, presumably to Blue. 
Blue chitters. “Ouch.” The petting starts up again. 


Green backs away and heads towards a desk that looks built into the room. They pull a drawer 
open, and rifle inside, speaking all the while. “Ah, here-!” They pull out... what looks to be a 
marker? 


They pop it open and walk back to you. “Coo open mouth,-.” 
... You open your mouth, not certain what to expect. 


They lean over, and carefully telegraphing their movements, stick the thing into your mouth. It 
doesn’t touch anything, but it does start humming? 


Then your head starts to swim a little bit, making you feel just a little bit hyper. You start 
thrumming your fingers on the exam table, and just when it almost starts to feel like too much to be 


comfortable, the device is removed from your mouth. 


Green chitters on while you lick around the inside of your mouth, wondering what exactly just 
happened. It almost tastes a little funky, but mostly- wait, was it a numbing agent? The pain is 
gone. 


You close your mouth and work your jaw around. Actually, your whole mouth area feels 
surprisingly good. You dare wipe your tongue over the wound in your hard palette, and are 
surprised yet again when it feels mostly healed. You can’t taste the blood from it at least, though 
you suspect that the healing isn’t just surface level. You click your teeth together and give a happy 
click of the tongue. “Mouth happy.” 


Blue ruffles the hair on your head, giving their own happy click back. 


Green comes back, wiping their claws with what looks and smells like a disinfectant wipe. They 
happily chat with Blue, and then Blue picks you up whoa, hold up now! 


You push against their chest, trying to not get all cuddly with them. Blue coos and chitters 
something, simply patting your head with their free arm while not letting you down. 


You frown... though being back in this soft embrace isn’t the worst thing in the world. 


...Fuck it. Just for now, you'll allow it. 
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